OLD LOVE STORIES RETOLD

perplexed heart, he once more seeks her spiritual
guidance :

" I send you paper, beg you take a quill,
And with your sacred ink
Make love give light, and mercy truth impart;
So that my soul, delivered, purged of ill,
Shall not be drawn to error's brink,
Through life's brief remnant, by a blinded heart."

Such is all that remains of the written intercourse
of these two who were lovers in the high sense
that both loved God and sought Him together,
becoming mutually dear one to the other by fellow-
ship in that thrilling quest.    Vittoria was not far
from the end of her pilgrimage when these lines
were written, and her death in 1547, she being
fifty-seven, and Michael Angelo seventy, seems to
have plunged her forsaken friend in grief uncon-
trollable as it was deep.   He appears to have been
at her side at the last, and his disciple Condivi
records that " he, for his part, loved her so, that I
remember to have heard him say that he regretted
nothing except that when he went to visit her upon
the moment of her passage from this life, he did not
kiss her forehead or her face, as he did kiss her hand.
Her death was the cause that oftentimes he dwelt
astonied, thinking of it, even as a man bereft of
sense."     Michael   Angelo   himself,   writing   im-
mediately  after her  death,  says,   " She felt  the
warmest affection for me, and I not less for her.
Death has robbed me of a great friend."    Mr.
Symonds has pointed out as curious that he here
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